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XXIX. George Farqubar was a Gentleman hy 
Birth, being deſcended from a very 
| good Family in Ireland. He had his 
Education at Trizity- College in Dublin; but he 
early quitted his Univerſity Studies to puùrfue 
the Buſineſs of the Camp; which better ſuited 
his Inclinations. 3 2527 21 26 P3398 ts 
mh A x Among 


It The Life and Character 
Among the Followers of Mars, his good 
Nature, and entertaining Converſation, gain d 
bim a univerſal Eſteem > Nor was his Courage 
of Conduct inferior to his other Qualifications, 
I am inform'd that he firſt carry d the Colours, 
_ he was ſoon preferr'd to be a Lieutenant of 

oot. 
He dy'd young, which prevented ſuch far- 
ther Promotions as he juſtly merited ; and as he 
liv'd freely, and was a great Lover of his Friend 
and Bottle, his Circumſtances were not only at 
his Death, but in his Life-Time, very much. 
Perplex'd, the common Fate of a generous Sol- 


dier and a Poetical Genius. 

I am now come to give ſome Account of Mr, 
Farquhar's Writings, tho' herein I-ſhall be very 
ſhort, As he had naturally a great deal of Hu- 
mour, his Genius inclin'd very much to Co- 
medy ; and he wrote Eight Dramatick Pieces, 
all of which are ſtill acted with Applauſe, and 
among them, in its Kind, and the fmall Per- 
formance to which this is prefax'd, is not a little 
admir'd. - 

In all his Plays there is a great Variety of Hu- 
mour, and every Thing agreeable to Nature. 
HFis chief Characters are generally no more than 
Copies of himſelf in various Scenes of Life, 
and his Recruiting Officer ſufficiently ſhews the 
Soldier and the Poer. 

He was himſelf the Captain Plume therein 
repreſented as he was the Sir Harry — 


f Mr. George Farquhar iii 
his Trip te the Fubilee; tho to do Juſtice tq the 
inimitable Mr. Wks, it muſt be confeſs'd, that 
his Action in the Repreſentation exceeds the 
Original. . 

Beſides his Plays, he publiſh'd a Miſcellany 
in Octavo, containing Letters ef Love and Gal- 
lantry; with ſeveral Pieces in Verſe and Proſe: 
Among the firft is an excellent Prologue ſpoke 
by Mr. Vl, upon his firſt Appearance on the 
Engliſh Theatre; and alſo his Song call'd the 
Trifle (hereunto annex'd) which is juſtly e- 
ſteem'd one of the moſt humorous Pieces of its 
Kind extant in the Engliſb Language; and a- 
mong the latter are his comical Banter of the U- 
niverſity Dramatick Writers, in their inſiſting 
on a ſtaff and preciſe Way of Compoſure ; 
(tho' it muſt be allow'd, that in his Performan- 
ces he was too regardleſs of the ſtrict Rules of the 
Drama) and his own Picture in a Defcription 
ſent to his Miſtreſs, contains the greateſt Varie- 
ty of Humour J ever ſaw in fo ſmall a Piece, 
articularly in that Part of it where he ſays, 
2 whole Eſtate lay within the Circumference of 
the Crown of his Hat, and that if be ſhould by 
any Accident loſs his Head, he ſhould not be worth 
a Groat. OL | 
I could ſay a great deal more in Praiſe of this 
Gentleman, bur I ſhall conclude with obſerving, 
thar he was not only a good Companion, but a 
ſincere Friend, _ 
The Comedies he publiſh'd, are as follows, 
vi. A 3 of 


iv The Life aud — : AC: 
I. Love and a Bottle. | 
IT. The Conſtant Couple: Or 4. Trip to the 
Pabilee. . 
III. Sir Harry Wildair. Being the Sequel o 
the Trip to the Fululer. hy. jd 
IV. The Iuconſtant Or, the Way to win him. 

V. The Twin Rivals. 
VI. The Recruiting Officer. 


VII. The Beas's Stratagem. 
VIII. The Srage-Coach,. 


Iam infortn'dby.my Friend, that Mr. Far- 
guhar wrote a Tragedy, which was once in his 
Poſſeſſion: He ſays, it was rather a rough 
Draught,. cans comple Work, conſiſting of 

many Sees all Proſe, and others nor perfectly 
3 remembers me the Subject was 
v e to Mr. Farquhar's Temper, Love 
— 2 and that 4. Parts = well. 
work d, patherical and tender. It is uncertain. 
what is become of this Performance; but my 
Friend ſays it was left with him by the Son of 
the late Mr. Farquhar, and was deſign d to be of- 
fer d to the Players; but how it miſcarry d, he 


Sanot inform the World. 
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ON A 


TRI 


By Nr. EAA RAR. 


I. 
A TriflingSONG pos ſball hear, 
A Begwn with a Trifle, and ended: 
All Trifling People draw near, 
Ana T ſhall bi noblꝝ attendeds.. 


II. 0 

Mere it not for Tifles, a few 3 
That lately have come into Plays 129 
The Men would want ſomething to do, ; 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 


Mat makes Men Trifle in Dreſſing ? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſſmg, 
."Thas envinent Trfie, 4 Beau: Te 


IV. 

Mben the Lover his Moments has Trifled, 
The T rifle of Trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the Virgin is Rifled, 

Bu a Trifle l part them — 


V. 
What mortal Mar won d be able 
LW HITE's * half an hour te ſit? 
Or who con d bear a Tea-Table, 
Without talking Trifle for Wit? 


VT. 
Toe Court is from T rifles ſecure, 
Sold Keys are no Trifles, we/ce ; 
White Rods are no Trifles, In ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 


. 
But if you will go to the Place 
Whote Trifles thy breed, 


The Levee will ſpe you hit Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifle indeed! 


VIII. 
4 Coach with ſix Foot-men behind, - 
1 count neither Trifle zor Sin; 
Bar, ye Gods! how oft do we find 
A x57 a Trifle within? 


— 


Chocolate - Houſe in St. James i ſtreet. 


4 | N 7 
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IX. 
4 e Champai n, People think, 
e, 


Arifle, or ſomething as bad ; 
But if you'll = hs to drink it, 
V' find it no Trifle, by Gad. | 


X. 
AParſon's a Trifle at Sea, 
A Widow's A Trifle in Sorrow: 
AI Peace i: a Trifle ro D 
Who knows _ may pen to Morrow 2 


. 
A Black Coat 4 Trifle way cloak, 
Or to hide it, the Red may endeauonr ;. 


But if once the Army is broke, 
We ſhall have more T rifles than ever. 


_ 
The Stageis a Trifle, thay ſay ; 
The Reaſon pray c rd 
Becauſe at ev ry new Play, 
The A they with T rifles ſo throug... 


XIII. | 
Bur with People's Malice to Trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot, 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
Aud his Song is a Trifle to boot. 


PR O- 


PRO LOG UE 
Spoken upon the Revival of this Comedy, at the 
Theatre in Lincolns-Inn-Fields, ſome Tears 


ſince, when acted for the Benefit of the A Us. 


Written by Mr.SamMvELPHILIPS» 


IK E ſomeabandon'd Miſtreſs of the Town, 
By long Enjoyment ſtale and nauſcous grown, 
A thoaknd ink cunning Tricks ſhe tries, 
A” appear more tempting in her Lover's Eyes; 
Studieseach Hour new Arts t' increaſe her Charms, 
And draw him back to her once lovely Arms: | 
But all in vain, in vain the Nymph does labour, | 
And racks Inventions to regain your Favour, | 


Nothing will do, ſince you're reſolv d to leave her. 


This is our Caſe ; what Projects han't we try'd, 

In hopes you'd tick the cloſer to our Side? 
Both Day and Night toil'd with inceſſant Pains, 
T' increaſe your Pleaſures, and augment our Gains: + 
Nay, when we found we'd nothing here wou'd do, 
We ranſack d the whole Globe to find out new 
And all for ſuch ungrateful Souls as you. 
Do what vve cou d, you left us here alone, 

Our Fear and your Unkindneſs to bemoan, 

To poor Monimia you unpity'd, mourn'd, 
Her moving Sighs, alas! were all return'd | | 
By a morepiercing, ecchoing, hollow Sound. 


PROLOGUE, 


Yet after all th Unkindneſs yau have ſhown; 
(such eafy Fools as we were neverknown) 
We'd perſevere again, renew our Toil, 

Wou d you but crown our Labours with a Smile; 
And, as a Proof, we here this Night preſent you 
With ſomething New, which will, we hope, content you 
And if at laſt, this the ſtray'd Town reclaims, F 
We're fully fatisfy'd for all our Pains; 

Your once-lov'd Stage its drooping Head ſhall raiſe, 
And from its Rival boldly ſnatch the Bays, 

But yet, if after all you II not relent, _ 

But ſtedfaſtly are on our Ruin bent, 

Don't with the Guilty ſlay the Innocent. | 
To Night, atleaſt, let's your Compaſſion ſhare, 
And out of Charity be pleas d to ſpare + 
The hali-ſtary'd Poet, cho you dan the Player, 
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Drawatis 


CORES — — 4 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


Miicher, The old Uncle. 
Jabells, His Niece. 
Equire Somebody. 
Baſil, A Captain, in Love with 7/abells, 
Perch, His Man. 

Tem YJolr, The Stage-Coach-Man. 
Doch, The Mix. 
AMacahons, An Iriſh-ran. 


STAGE COACH 


WA TT Tr e . . . n . 
80 Ob.. 55.7.8 8880885 ene 


KC TI. S E ans 
Enter Fetch with 4 N and Piſtols. 


E RE! Houſe! Where are you all. 
Now we've ſupp'd, Ii: ſee it my Ma- 
ſter's Bed be ready: Tom, John, Ro- 
bin, Where a Plague are ye? — All 
Deaf Noattendance in thoſe Cour- 

try Inns;-— This is worle than the 

: Roſe-Tavern after Play, the Sun-Tavern 
aſter Change, « or the Der il- Tavern after Church. 


Enter Dolly. 


iI. D'ye call, Sir ? 

Fetch. Call, Sir? What 1 Plague Egad 'tis a pretty 
Girl. — Hark you, Child, do you ſerve Travellers upon 
the Road here ? | | 

B Dell. 


2 The S TACE-Co Ack. 


Doll. Ves, Sir. | 
Fetch. Kiis me, then. | | 5 
Doll. That's the Chamber- maid's Buſineſs: D'ye want 
any Thing elſe? — I'm in haſte. ISLES 
Fetch. What Room does my Maſter lie in? 
Doll. The Caſtle. | 
Fetch. And what Room do l lie in. 
Doll. The Garret. | , | wel 
Fetch. Very well! and what Room do you lie in: 
Doll. Under ye. ; 
Fetch. Say no more ;— 1'llbut take a Dram to digeſt 
my Supper Lay theſe Thingsin my Maſter's Cha 
ber, and then Ill talk with you in yours. : 
Doll. Are your Piſtols chargd? {Takes the Things. 
Fetch. Ves, yes, we always go charg d, Child: A Brace 
of Bullets, Ill aſſure you. [Exit Doll. 


* 


Enter Captain Baſil. 


Capt. What a tedious, tireſome, dull, jolting Vehicle 
is a Srage-Ccach! We that are in it, are more fatigu'd than 
the Beaſts that draw it This unlucky Hurt Fetch that 
i've got lately, has hindred my riding poſt, and thrown me 
in'o this confounded Company,— A Big-belly'd Farmer's 
Daughter, an Iriſh Wit, aCanting Quaker, a City Whore, 
and à Country Parſon. 

Fetch. And adisbanded Captain, Sir, for want of a ſtro- 
ling Lawyer, or a Nurſe and a Child, to make up a cleyer 
Stage-Coach Set. | | 

Capt. Aye, the ſwell'd Country Puſs plagu'd me with 
her ſerc ming and wry Faces; the profound Teague with 
huis Nonſence; the Quaker, with the Spirit; the Whore 
with the Fleſh, and the fat Parſon with both. 5 

Ferch. Truly, Sir, I pity'd you, for I don't think there 
wary 2 the whole Company a Man of Parts, but you 
and J. 

Capt. But muſt I be tormented two Days i 
this Coach, before! Set ig London. ö 
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The STAGE-C ock. 


Fetch. Too true, Sir. 

Capt. How can you tell? 3 

Fetch. No body better, Sir: My Father in London, has 
an Employment about the Coaches. 

Capt. Whats his Employment ? | 

Fetch. Sir, he'sa very worthy Citizen, that attends at 
Bloſſomi-Inn in Quality of a Ticket-Porter. 

Capt. I muſt get to London ſooner, or I run my Affairs: 
Let me talk with the Coachman; If it be poſſible I'll 
make him ſtretch for me. Call him hither. [ Exit Fetch. 
Pſhaw, here's that Iriſh Booby. 


Enter Macahonc, ſtaring about him. 


Mac. Be my Shoul, tis a brave Houſe, ſure the Shentle- 
man of the Tavern muſt be ſome Perſon of Quality. 
@h! my dear Maſter Captain, Iam your moſt loving and- 
muſh honour'd Friend. | 

Capt. Our Acquaintance, Sir, is a little too ſl:ort for ſo 
much Familiarity. , 

Alac. Our Acquaintance too ſhort, dear Joy, it iſh three- 
ſcore Miles long; and by Skaint Patrick, 1 would be very 
Joyful for being your eſpecial Friend, becauſe 1 am afiaid 
we ſhallnever meet again. 

Capt. May I crave your Name, Sir? 

Mac. My Name iſh Tourlough Rauwer Maca hane, of 
the Parifh of the Curougb a Bege y, in the County of Tipe- 
rary, Eſquire; where is my Manſton-Houſe, for me and 
my Predeceſſors after me. a. 1 | 

Capt. Very well. And pray, Sir, what Affairs carry 
you to London. | a a 

Mac. No Affairs, my dear Joy: for I have tranſacted 
my Buſineſs in London before I came there. 

Capt. That's ſome what an odd Way of doing Buſineſs. 

Mac. By me Shoul, Sir, it is the quickeſt Way tho: I 
was going to London to make my Fortune. | 

Capt, How, Sir? 0 

Mac. Why, by the Law, Friend, or Phyſick, or a Mer- 
chant's Wife, or Back- Gammon, or any of theſe honour- 
able Profeſſions; tis all the 1— to Macabone, * 

| 2 ut. 


" The STAGE-Coacn. 


But I have made my Fortune already, by me Goſhip's Hand. 
Capt, How, pray Sir? | 
Mac. Becauſe my dear Joy, youare my intimate Friend, 

and aStranger, I will communicate that Secret into yout 

Stomach : The fine Lady in the Coach, Madam Strowler, 
isa rich Merchant's Wife in PFinegar-yard, by Drury-lane in 
London, and ſhe is fallen in down-right Affections with me, 
and treatsme with mighty Civility, permitting me to pay 
the Reckoning for her in every Plaſh. 

Capt. Honeſt Jenny the Player has ſnapt this Booby, and 
c en let her make a Hand of him. ¶Aſide.] Are you ſure 
ſhe's rich ? | : | [To him. 

Mac. By me Shoul, ſhe ſhou'd me a Diamond as big as a 
Potatoe; and, I'taith, it look'd almoſt as clear as Glaſs; and 
the keeps her flying Chariot too, ſhe told me ſo her ſelf : 
And by me Shoul, lam ſo cunning, that if anoder had told 
me ſo, I had not believ d him. „ | 

Capt. You're plaguy cunning indeed, Sir. 

Mac. O Ara, dear Joy, ve are all ſo: Upon my Shoul, 
let an Iriſh- man alone for macking his Fortune: He is as 
cunning as no Man alive. But my dear Joy, I wiſh I was 

after going to Bed, to digeſt my Supper: Here are twa 

Beds in your Chamber, and pray, my dear Friend, tell me, 
do you intend to lie in em both? 

Capt. Tis probable, Sir, I ſhall uſe but one. 

Mac. Then, Sir, with your Leave and Permiſſion, I 
ſhall uſe the t' other: But pray let me not incommode your 
Perſon, if you intend to lie in both thegeds. 


Capt. Not at all, Sir, —Booby. I [Afede. 
Mac. Sir, | am your moſtobliging Servant. | 
Capt. Coxcomb. | fide. 


Mac. I-render you many Tanks. [Exit Macahone. 
Enter Coachmay and Fetch. 


Capt. Honeſt Jolt, how ist? What ſhall I give thee to 
drink? I 3 

Folt. Thank you, Maſter; what you pleaſe ; here's 
rare Nants in the Houſe. A Cogue, or ſo, wou'd do no 


Harm, : 
| Capt. 


The ST AG E-Coa cr. 3. 
. Capt. Here, Fetch, bring us half a Pint. F* 
ad i [Exit Fetch: 


Well, Felt, canſt do a Mana Kindneſs upon Occaſion ? 
Folt. A Kindneſs! Aye Maſter, an that be all We 

Coachmen are all mighty civil Fellows, you know. 

2 Jour __ S 8 
Folt. ia ttle, Maſter: don Doctor 

Wi "= 2 ſet Leg Coach with them, 1t we had truft- 

ed to the Fall of the Leaf And but. t'orher Day here, 

one of your Stock- jobbers hir dem for an Eliction 
E Cod they had amoſt got him the Place. 


Enter Fetch with Brandy. 


Capt. Here, Jolt, pull it off. 
wh 7 [Gives ſolt the Brandy. 


Folt. Your Health, Maſter. [ Drinks.) Rare Stuff, after 
my twelve Eggs and a Pound of Bacon. 

1 Cafe: Well, Folt, can I be at London by To-marrow 
light ? 

J, To- morrow Night. Aye, MaRer, [ſorinks.] if 
you can fly. 3 

Capt. See here, Jolt, [ Pulls out a Purſe.) My Buſi- 
neſs is ſo preſſing, a good Share of this Purie is thine, if 
thou wilt haſten our Journey. 

Folt. It that be all, [drinks all.]J-—Tis done. We 
are to be in London the Day after to-morrow by ten a 
Clock at Night Now, Maſter, to oblige you, I'll be 
there by Nine. , : 3 
Capt. Is the fellow mad? I teil thee I mult be there 
to-morrow, 

Jolt. Aye, fo you may, if you can: *Tisalong Way, 
Maſter The Roads are deep, and I wont ſpoil m 
Horſes ; they're dearer to me, poor Beaſts, than my Wi 
and Children. 5 3 8 

Fetch. Silly foo!“ thou haſt no more Senſe than the 
Horſes ; why there's enough in that Purſe to bribe thy 
very Maſter, the Duke of Mantua, and two or three 


Germain Princes. | 
| ; B\ Jolt. 
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it they had Places at Court 'm an honem Mau; 


6; The STAC E- Cox cu. 


Jalt. Well, what there's in't. there's itt. Creeps ix. 
the empty Parſe, aud throws it do un. What do you prate 
tor? Theſe Beau Footmen are as Cock-a-hoop of late, as 


Bribes won't paſs i the Country now.—— Beſides, | muſt 
not baulk my Stages—- (Aid, The Inn: Kecpers have 


Ay. Exit Jolt. 


Capt. Well, tho it Kills me, I muſt ride Poſt. 
Ferch. But pray, Sir, what makes you in ſo much 
Haſte ? * 

Capt. Why this Letter from my — Read 


y? =o „E heard I've laſt my Fore other ; my Upcls 


(ro whoſe Care ] am left = conſidering your Preten- 


Fene, 1, 1 'd to marry me to another: But what's worſe, 


the old Gentleman has cot my Writings, and I muſt ſeem to 
compiy with his Deſires : If you would prevent my being 
made a moſt inforiu ate Creature, fly to my Relief, my dear 
Baſil, with all the Speed which your. Love, and my Biſtref | 
require, 


ISABELLA. 


I'm afraid 1 ſhall come too late. Run to the Poſt-houſe, 
get us Horſes, and e mount this Moment — hut 
whom have we here ? 
Fetch. Some of the Company chat came in the London 
Coach, that ſupp'd on v other Side o'th Houle. 


Fnter Squire Somebody, bringing a Ban box, wi. h other 
Luggage, a Mak, and Fu. 


San. Come, Mrs. I: bel, I've got your Things. Bleſl 
; 248 v. hat 4 Par Cel of Luggage theie 0 Omen carry abo . 
mn; and the poor Lover here, muſt be ſubject to the Sla- 
gory ct Band-boxes. . s. I;bel, why don't you 
come away: I'm as tir d 28 a Scotch Pedlar under 


e Mo of 
Als Pack. 


Enter 


"oe S rue. 2 Ae H: 7 


% + 42 
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erte lecke, She farts, ology the Captain. 


Jab. Ha!” 
We Ha! Whar ; the Mater; my dear Wife that is to 

? 

Jab. I miſs my Watch: 1 fear T've loſt it inthe Room 
where we {i 2 pray go and ice. 

Squs. We, Fal — Here lool to your Things; 5 
there are Strangers about. 

Exit Squire, having laid down the Things. 


Cape. Ha! what do. Jee ? Look, Fetch, is not that 


Iſabella ? 
Iſak. My dear B afil.” [ They embrace. 
: Capt. My Iſabella! what Miracle = you hi- 
ther! 


Jab. Youreceiv'd my Lerte r? 

Capt. There it is! and it has brought me ſo far in my 
Journey to you. 
Iſab. My Uncle, who knows you only by Name; 
dreading your Return to London, has thought fit to hurry 
me down to the Country- houſe of that Blockhead, that 
I ſent juſt now on a Fool's Errand, under Pretence of 
loling my Watch: My Uncle is at the Bar, hagling with 
the Land: lad y, and is to come up preſently into the Room 
where we lie. Now if you cunt da Way to reſcue me 
from the old Knave and the young Fool. ut here 
he comes He's the Son ot Sir Aminadas Somebody 
in Larcafhire. 


Enter Squire Somebody. 


qu. Gone! gone! no Watch to be found: O Lord; 
Gentlewoman, {ce what your Uncle will fay to you: 
Loſe your Things ſo aforehand. I won't lend you mine: 

Jab. You necd not, Sir For the Watch is found 
again; I had oniy put it in the wrong Pocket. 

Squ. And that's thirty Pounds in mine. [Alle. 

Capt. Sure | ſhouid know that Voice and Face to. 
Sir are your ted to che Family of the Samebodies? 


E/7. 


8 The S TAG E-C OK. 
ES. Yes Sir, A is Sir Aminadab Somebody. 
Bark, and 1 am his eldeſt Son bythe firſt Venter, Nico- 
dem, Somebody, Eſquire. 
Capt. Sir, I am proud to embrace the Son of my old 
Friend, Sir Amina. Pray, Sir, what Lady is 
that with you? 
Su. Tis only my Miſtreſs, at your Service. 
We want but a Parſon, a Wedding Dinner, a Pair of 
clean Sheets, and a Sack- poſſet, to ſend us the Way, of all 


Fleſh. 
Cape. Then, Sir, 22 Account, I I. preſume to 


pay my Reſpects to the Lad [Salutes I ſabella. 
like her? Won't ſhe make a rare Tit for young 


how dye 
5p She's a little in the Dumps at preſent, but we 
ſhall dump her out of that. 

Capt. What out of Humour, and ſo near her Marriage of 

Sqw. Ay, there was a certain Captain that lov'd her, 
and ſhe lov'd that certain Captain. Now, I can't tell ho how 
theDevilthisFellow had wimbled himſelf into the Mother: 
Favpur, and had got her Conſent: But as good Luck wou d 
have it, the — pleas d to go where all old 
Women ſnou d go: And ſo Mr. Micher being a very honeſt 
Man, and —— fit for a Guardian; but having a deadly 
Averſion to a Red Coat ſtruck up a Bargain ok 
the Father for me, and we're down to our Houſe to 
take Poſſeſſion of the Premi Ar 1s Scoundrel of 
an Officer is like to be disbanded; and ſhe, forſooth, is 
vex'd, becauſe ſhe can't ſerve under him Ha, ha, ha, 
[Laughs .] Poor Dog, he's broke of all Sides. 

Capt. Ha, ha, ha, lilly Fellow; — He'll hang himſelf, 
that's certain; What ſhould Soldiers do elſe in Time of 
Peace ? 

Squ. Ay, my dear Friend, I ſhould be glad if they were 
al:baig 1 tor the Sake of the French; Perhaps 
you may know this ſame Captain. Tis one Baſil, a poor 
inſignificant Ring leader of fifty Rogues: Ha, ha, ha. 

Capt. Bai know him : Bloody Rogues he led indeed. 

Su. And he the ſaddeſt Rogue of em all! Ha, ha, ha. 

[ Laughs. 
.- _ 


Sir, you'rea very reſpectful Perſon. Well. 
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Eapr. Ha, ha, ha. | [Laugh 
Dab. If you thought this Captain overheard you, you 
durſt not talk at that rate. . 

Sq. Durſt, ſay you? Odſookers, | fear neither Man, 

Woman, nor Child; — And I wou'd tell him ſo to his Face, 
hen my Friend ſtands by me here. | 
Sha king the Captain by the Hand. 

Capt. Softly, Madam: My Friend Nicodemus Somebody, 
is a Perſon whom you ought to Regard: In Time you'll 
have no Cauſe to complain. | 
Squ. Ah, dear Sir, you do me more Honour than I de- 
ſerve : — But don't ycu think now that I am much more 
for her Turn than this ſame Raggamuffins? 

Capt. Fhere's no Compariſon, Sir; and I think no bo- 
dy can tell better than I. So 1 can aſſure the Lady, this 
is like to be the laſt Trouble you ſhall give her. 1 
Squ. Wel ſaid, faith. E'cod, I've got a good Friend 
here, and did not think on't. 8 

Jab. Aye, but if Baſil were here, he wou'd be too hard 
for you and your Friend both. | | 

Capt. Why, what wou'd you do, if Baſil were here? 

6. [ wou'd run away with him to the next Parion, 
and leave Nicodemus here in the Lurch. 

Squ. Nicodemus thanks you with all his Heart. Did 
wie] tell yau now, how ſhe was bewitcl'd by this Cap» 
_ tain? The Devil's in theſe Captains, I believe — Cod, 
_ I've a mind to be a Captain too. Odſookers, now 

think on't, my dear Friend, I am Captain already of the 
Militia : (And that's a Kind of a_ Captain) And do you 
think that we that pay them, are not better than they ? 

Jah. Well, but we cou'd do it, Sir, and you never the 
wiſer: For while my Uncle and you were faſt aſleep, I 
cou'd ſtealout of my Chamber, fly into Bas Arms, and. 
he ſhou'd have a Coach ready todiurry me to Londen, before 
you were awake the next Morning. 

Squ. Odlookers ſhe's a cunning Jade, for all that: I 
ſhall have arare Wife of her. | 
Capr. Well, well, Madam, I underſtand you; we ſhall. 


take care of that Matter, 
| Sq. - 
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2 Aye, aye, fo we will; my dear Friend here, and I 
watch your Waters, I'll warrant you—Oh ! here's 
Uncle Micher. 


Enter Micher, with a Bill in his Hand. 


Mich. Ha! the Cut- throat Dogs! here's a Bill for you? 
The fat jade at the Bar will ſcore her ſelf to the Devil betore 
any Sollicitor, Taylor, Phylick, or Tipple-poiſoner in 
Europe. __ [Grves the bull tothe Squire. 

{Squirercads ] For Bread and Beer 8s. 10 4.— Here's 
as much Bread and Drink as wou'd ſerve the French in Spit- 
tle eld tor a Week. For a Calves Head and Bacon 10 5. 
For a boil'd Pi and Colliſſower:. That I beſpoke, 93. 
For a Red Herring Thit was yours, Uncle, 15. For 4 
Bottle of Hearts-horn, That was your Supper Miſtreſs, 
7 d. Hey-day | what's here; Mull'd Sack, Dump- 
tins, Cheeſe, Oranges, Toaſt and Butter, Fruit, Sallad, 
Wine, Cards, Brandy, Tarts, and Tobacco. In all, two 
Powund;, thirteen Shillings, and three Pence three Farthings, 
Beſides Fire. The De'cl fare the Houke. 

Mich. Well, how ſhall we club this Matter ? There's 
the old Woman that has the King's-Evil: And t'other that 
ops the Coach every Minute, to go behind a Buſh, they 
won t pay as much as we. 

Squ. E cod, but they ſhall: And for you, Miſtreſs, you 
ſhall pay but a Crown, becauſe you eat nothing; and t 
you may not think you'rc hardly dealt by, L ling you the 
Song that makes it Srage-Coach-Law. 


The 


FP 
The Stage - Coach. 


A 80 


E T. ſing ef Stage - Coaches, 
And fear no Reproaches, 
For riding in one; 
But daily be jogging, 
While whilſtling and flogging, 
While whilſtling and flogging, 
The Coachman drives on: 
With a Hey, geenp, geenp, hey ho; 
With a Hy gee Dob oo 
Hey, geeup, geeup, geeup, hey ho, 
Geeup, geeup, Bort; hey ho, 
With a hey gee Dobbin, Hey ha. 


In Coaches thus ſtrowling, 
IWho wou'dnot be rowling, 
With Nymphs oneach Side; 
Still prattling and playing, 
Our Knees interlaying. 
Ne merrihy ride: 


With a Hey, &c. 


Here Chance kindly mixes, 
All Sorts and all Sexes, 

More Females than Men; 
Ne ſqueeze them, weea'e them, 
The Folting does pleaſe them; 
Drive jollily then : 

ub a Hey, &c. 


— 
[ed 

> 

fog 

* 

* Fl 

* 

i 


read 2 


dle ſtands in my Sight, — 
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The harder you re driving, 
The more tis reviving 
Nor fear we to fall; 
For if the Coach tumble, 
We'll have a rare Fumble, 
We'll have a rare Tumble, 
And then up Tails all: 
With à Hey, geeup, geeup. hey ho, 
With a hey gee Dobbin, hey hs ; 
Hey, geeup, geenp. geeup, hey ho, 
Geeup, geen, geenp, = ho, 
With a hey gee Dobbin, key ho. 


Mich. Well, now let's go to Bed, that we may be the 
ſooner out of this confqunded Inn next Morning. 

Squ. Well, my dear Friend, Sir, the beſt Friends muſt 
part, tho' it be Man and Wife: But if you can ſtep home 
with me, tis but hard by, about fourſcore and ten Niles 
off, and ſtay there a Week, 1'i] make you ſo drunk, you 
Than't find the Way back again ina Month. 

Cap. Sir, you muſt excuſe me, I am otherwiſe en- 
gag'd. 

4 ny Good Night, Sir. 


Jab. Good Night, Sir. 
[Exit with Micher, who hand: her off. 

Cap. Your Servant, Madam -— -—1 hope you'll be in 

a better Humour to Morrow. — Ha! Ferch, herc's 
Fortune for you.-— — Now my dear Lad run, and at 
any Rate get us {ome Ca aſh, Chario-, Coach, any thing 
to hurry us to London.. Fly ln the mean 
Time, II run to my Chamber and get every Thing 


Exit Squire. 


[ Exeunt ſeverally 
Ente» Jolt the Coachman. 


Jolt. Huſh! Mum's the Word; there's a plaguy Can- 
Out, Informer, III 


ſpoil 


e SrACGE-OOA c. ry 
| ſpoil your peeping The Houſe is full, and Beds 
are ſcarce, therefore I can'tlie in my own: So good Wife 
at home, by your Leave. We Travellers are forc'd ſome- 
times to lie two in a Bed. . — /'Tis main dark: Rare 
driving now in a deep Road and a rough Way 
Odſnigs, if Dolly now ſhou'd be skittiſh, and won't let 
me; I'll knock at her Chamber Door, however; and if 
the Door will open, well faid Door, I'll enter! and it Dol- 
y will do like the reſt of her Crew, well ſaid Dolly nie 
Pox ont, here's a Light, tis not yet right Catterwauling 

Time: —— $0 [ll ſheer off till anon. 5 
Exit Jolt. 


Eurer Captain with his Things, and Fetch with 'n 
15 Candle. 


Cap. Well, Ferch? ES 

Fetch. I've done your Buſineſs, Sir. T're found 

in this very Inn a Calaſh, with four good Horſes, that 
ſhou'd have gone empty to London to Morrow — 

_T've agree d with the Coachman to go with you immedt- : 


ately : He'll be ready at a Whiſtle. 

Cap. That was lucky: And I've got my Things here; 
they ſhall lic till V/abella comes out. I wiſh ſhe. 
was here. 


Fetch. Sir! Sir! I think I hear a Noiſe? 
Cap. Put out the Candle then, and let us ſtep into that 


Corner; for here we mult wair for her. 1 
| [Fetch puts out iht Candle. 


Re-enter Jolt. 


Folt. Now the Coaſt is clear have had a — 
Hankering after this ſame Dol!y this great while, and for 


® — — . 


— 
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Horſes, and the Maid to take care of me 

Ber Door. „ 
Ferch. Ods my Life, Sir we've forgot one Thing; the 

Gate is lock d up by this Time; how ſhall we get out? 
Capt. What ſhail wedo? _ 

Fol. Huſh! I hear ſomething. — _—_ this be ways 
Rogue now ing in to Dolly I'll puta 1! in hi 
Wheel. 5 8 * N | 

Ferch. Tvethought on't: The Maid's a good tractable 
Wench; ſhe'!] do what we'll have her. 
'* Fole. Will ſhe, Faith, ye Dog? Sirrah, I'll take Care of 
41 thar. [ Aſide. 
19 Ferch. Vil knock at her Door; for a Piece of Money, 
\ I warrant you ſhe'll do the Jobb. | 
Fetch. Perhaps I may do your Jobb firſt, you Catter- 
wauling Son of a Where. [ Aſide. 
Fetch. Tis well if I' ſcape a good Dab on the Noſe here. 
| | groping about. 
[ Jolt. firikes him with the But-endof his Whip. ] Confound 
that Poſt; tis deadly hard. Her Door is on this Side, 
I'm ſure. [Jolt ſtrikes him again,] Ha! what's that 
another Poſt? ware Noe the third Time. Oh ſure 
here's the Door, I'll knock. [hits the Coachman in the Teeth. 
Dolly, Dolly! Plague on't, ſhe's aſleep.— Sure 
I'm right. Where's the Key-hole? . Oh, I're 
found it. [ He puts his Finger in the Coach-man's Mouth, 
whobites ir. ] Oh, the Devil, the Devil; help, help, Sir! I've 
got xi Finger here in a Rat-Trap. 1 
Capt. Where art thou? | Jolt. lets his Finger go, and lays 
bim ou with his Whip.] : 


Now for 


| [ As whipping his Horſes. 

Fetch. Murder, murder! help, beip! | 

Capt. Hold, hold! you Dog, Pikillyou. { Draws. 
O. | 


Jolt. Gee ho, gee, hey gee [Whips on. 
Fetch. Murder, murder! help! the Devillays me on. 


Enter Hoſtler with a Light. 
Hoſt. What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 


Fols. 
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olt. Come on, gee, gee ho my Hearts. {Whips en. 
Ms What bold ng ann, Mito olt? r 
Jolt. What's the Matter? What's all this Buſtle for. 
| unning. 
Hoſt. What, are you drunk, or dreaming? 

Jolt. What wou d you have? where am 12 Oh, Oh, 
is it you, Phil. the Hottler ? Odſnigs, I thought I had been 
in Bed. I dreamt that my Coach ſtuck in Hockley the Holt, 
and I was licking my Horſes till I made em ſmoke again, 
I beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, tor taking you for my 
Bcalis. | 


Enter Dolly. 


Doll. What's the Matter here? Are not yeaſham'd to 
diſturb People at this time of Night. 

Fetch. You're come in good time, Child, to fave that 
Rogue a beating; for now we've other Bulinets 
A word with you. 7 [ Takes her aſide. 

Capt. Get ye gone, Sirrah, or Ii! cut your Ears off, ye 
Dog. [To jolt.] And you here, with yout Light, oo 
off, and leave us to our Buſincſs. ¶ Jolt. rerires tone Do. 

| OD [Exit Hoſtler with Light. 

Jolt. Odzookers, now they'ic driving the Bargain. 
E'cod, I'll over-turn the Coach to Morrow in a Slough, : 
to coo! that Dog of a Captain's Courage in a Puddle. 

Exit Dolly. 

Fetch. The Town's our own, Sir; l've given Dotty a 
Guinca, ſhe conſents, and I've got the Key. 

( Holds the Key in hi: Hand. 

Jolt. The Key; a Plague on her Lock. Now has the 
Minx granted at once what ſhe has deny'd me this Twelve- 
month; but that Guinea is the Devil at a Keyhole: I 
warrant it would open a thouſand Spring-Locks in Co-' 
vent-Garden.— I'll watch, and ſee what all this will come 


8 (A.. 
Enter Iſabella with a ſmall Trunk. 


Jab. He ſhou'd be here. Captain. [Iz #low le. 
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My Dear. [ Ina b Ponce. 
"My Dear ! ah _ damn'd jade She's come out 
to him now. . : 


Enter Micher, groping his Way. 
Mich. Does ſhe walk in her Sleep? where can ſhe go at 


mis time of Night ? — Fl] watch her [ Aſede. 
Ib. Captain: where are you? L a low Voice, 
Capt. Here, here. 

Mich. Captain! Sure ſhe can't have her Captain IP. 
Aſide. 

Jolt. Odfnigs, they re going tot; but I] wot rk 
Sport. [ Aſide. 
[ The Captain and Habella meer. 


Ib. Come, I'm got out at laſt; and what's more, I've 
got the Writings. | 


Micher meets the Coachman, they lay hold on each other. 


Mich. Ah, you young Baggage have I caught Jour 
Ke. Sir, I hear my Uncle's voice Let's loſe 
"Cope. Lets Dear h, takeupth * 
t. away, m — Fetc e up the — 
. 3 [ Exit Captain and Iſabella. 
| [Fetch raking np the Things drops the Key and Exit. 
Mich. Lights here, Lights. 


Enter Hoſtler with a Candle, 


Hop. What's the Matter here again? 

mich. Ha! what the Devil, whearc you? 

[ Looks on Jolt. 

Jolt. And who are you, an that be all? 

Mich. Where's my Niece? Ah, you Pimp, you're 
in the Plot too. Where's that damn d Rogue the Cap- 
tam. 

Tale. [A/ Gde.) Your Niece ! the Captain has other work 


n Hand; But this is a rare Time to. quit Scores with him. 
| (To, 
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om Micher.] If you want the Captain, Sir, you'll find 
kim in that Room with his Whore. 
Mich. His Whore! the Dog make my Nieee his Whore! 


get a Conſtable. Help! a Conſtable, 
Enter Square Somebody yawnins. 


* Here, what a Devil's the Matter? Can't you letra * 
ſleep among 155 

Mich. Ah, Nicodemws, we're all undone? the Captain 
here has got away y your Miſtreſs into that Room and 
what they are doing Heaven knows. 

Squire goes to the Door, and liſtens. 

San. Ha! Ihear ſome Noiſe, I hear ſome Noite, wich- 
in; why don't you break 6 Uncle? 
Mich. Why don't you? 
Squ, She's your Niece. 
Mich. She's your Wife, that is to be. 
Squ I can't tell that now. 
Mich. A Conſtable, lets have a Conſtable. 


Squ. A Conſtable, a Conſtable. [ Borh together. 
Fol, Vil runand call up my Landlord, he's a Conſtable. 
LExit Jolt. 


Here one appears at the Window, or Balcony ; andafier he has 
| ſpoke, another appears on the oppoſite Side, iu Night-Gaps. 


What's the matter there ? In a maſculine Voice. 
A Man may as well ſleep in a Paper Mill, as in one of theſe 
confounded Inns. - 

What Noiſe is that below ? [ INN melee] Are 


the People mad ? 


Here ſeveral People pop out at /everal Windows and Bn! 
conies, with Night-Laps, and cry ont all at once is differ eur 
Voices. 


omnes. Are ye all diſtracted here? Is the Devil in the 

people? What's the Matter below ? why do you make ſuch 

a Noiſe? Willno body * us the meanmg ot this Uproar? 
G63 8 qx. 
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Sau. Nothing, nothing, Miſtreſs; no Harm, only a- 
Gentleman whois making me a Cuckold betore my Time. 
Euter Landlord azd Jolt, with a Leaver in his Hand, Ser- 

x vants. 

Land. Here, where are theſe People: 

Squ. There, Sir, in chat Room. . | 

Land. Come out here; I charge you in the K ng s Name: 
hy then ſtay where you are in the Devils Name... 


Break open the Door. 
. I ůJolt. breaks open the Door. 
Land. Why don't you go in? 
"om! Why don't you go in? Youarc an Officer. 
ä Then l command you to go in before me. 
Jolt. Let the Squire go in, tis his Buſineſs 
Squ. Let my Uncle go in, tis more his than mine. 
Mich. Come, we'll all go in; tho he be a Captain, he is 
but one. [They all go into the Room. 
Enter Dolly at another Door. 
Doll. What can the) be ſearching tor-in my Chamber. 
Re-enter 'Squire Somebody, Micher, c. 
$4%. The Devil a Thing is here, but an old Pair of Bod- 
dice, abroken-back Chair, a Quire of Ballads, a Flock-Bcd, - 
and a green Chamber-Por. | 
Doi. Why, Gentlemen, the Peopic that you want are 
gone: They took the Key trom me, and went out. 
Squ. Gone! O ye Skies. Sic transit gloria mundi. 
Mich. Here, here, let's follow 'em. 
Squ. Aye, aye, Horſes, Coaches, Spurs, Whips, Spat- 
terdaſhes, Gambadoes, Boots, and Saſhoons ;—Away. 
Land. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, what's here? [Landlord : 
finds the Key.] The Key of the Great Gate! They muſt 
be in the Houle ſtill it the Maid did not let em out. 
Doll. Not I, upon my Word, Sir. of 
Land. Then they mult have drop'd the Key, and are in 
the Houle ſtill, Dy 
Squ. Huzza! have at em there; Swords, Halberts, 
Quarter-Staves, Muskets, Pikes, and Pocket-Piſtols. 
Mich. Find 'em out, fad 'em out then. 
[Exit Land. Jolt. and Servants. 
Why don't you help em Nephew? . 


$q#. 
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$q%. I ſtay to keep you Company, Uncle. 


Enter Captain, in a Night-Gown . 


Cap. What's the meaning of allthis Noiſe? 

Sq. Ah! my dear Friend ſtand by me new. [ Runs ro 
the Captain, and embraces andkifſes him.] Who ſhou'd be 
here but that damn d Rogue of a Captain that we talk d of, 
and has run away with my Miſtreſs. 

Cap. The Devil he did! And how will you uſc him 
when he's found. | 

Squ. Uſe him! I'll pump him;: Pll ſouſe him, flea him, 
carbonade him, and eat him alive. 

Cap. But hark ye, Sir, don't make ſuch a Noiſe; you ll 
diſturbmy Wife. | 

$qu. What, Sir.! are you married? 

Cap. Married, and bedded ſince I faw you. 

Squ. Towhom? 


Enter Iſabella, and all the reſt, except Macahone. 


Cap. To this Lady, Sir. 

$qu. Uncle! 

Mich. Nephew! 2 

Squ. Speak, you're the older Man. 
Mich. Married, it can't be! how cou'd you be married 
ſa ſuddenly ? : | 
Cap. Veryluckily, Sir: Weintended, indeed, to have 
had it done more decently; but my Block head dropt the 
Key, and being ſtopt thit Way, we {aw a Light in the Mi- 
niſter's Chamber, that travelled with me We went up, 
and found him 1moaking his Pipe: He firſt gave us his 
Bleſſing, and then lent us his Bed. | 

Squ. He was a very civil Gentleman. 

Mich. Sir, this won't paſs upon me. What Evidence 
have you for this ? | 


Exter- 
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20 
Enter Macahone. 


Maca. By me Shoul he needs no Evidence, for I om one: 
I was calld to bea Witneſs e His Man did waken me before 


I wasaſleep; and if you will believe no- body, you may 


— . 


go up and ask the Miniſhter. 
Cap. And in return, my dear Country-man, I'll take 
Care to do you a Service in relation to your pretended Mer- 


chant's Wife. 

Mich. Then ſince it is ſo, much good may't do you with 
your No- Fortune ler Mother did not leave her 
a Groat. 


Squ. I am glad on't with all my Heart. 

Jab. Sir, it will appear other wiſe by my Writings. 

Mich. Writings, what Writings ? I've no- Writings of 

ours. 
: Cap. No more you han't, Str, for here they are. 
| [ Shews them, 

Mich. Confuſion! then I know what I have loſt. 
Squ. And ſo do I too: Pve loſt my Labour; Iv'eloſt my 


Friend; I've leſt my Uncle; and I've loſt my Wife. 


But ſince the Coach ſuch Novelties has bred, 
The Squire unmarry'd, and the Captain Wed); 
I'd be reveng's and go,. III go to bed. 


[ Exexnt Omnes, | 


E PI- 


— 
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EPILOGUE 
Hofen by Captain Baſil. 


Written by Mr. PHI IIS. 


1 length, Gallants, with whipping, and much flog- 
ing, 

And Ribs moſt ſorely bruis'd by Jolts and ** 5 

Safely am Iarriv'd at th Land of Matrimony. 

(A Land, I'm told, that flows with Milk and Honey) 

In which, accompany d with my loving Wife, 

] intend to travel out the ſmall! Remains of Life: 

If ve miſtook the Path, and gone amiſs, 


And ' ſtead at th promis d Land of Happineſs, 


Find it a barren, curs'd, uneven Soil, 

Oer - run with Bryars, and not worth my Toll, 

How ſhall I curſe the Authors of my Sin, 1 
Who with fine gilded Words firſt drew me in, 

And noos'd the cred'iqus Wretch faſt in the Marriage ( 


(Gin? 
But all in vain, for there is no Relief 
To heal my Sorrows, and correct my Grief; | 
No Pray'rs, no Tears can waſhaway my Crime, , 
Nothing will do, unleſs a'oftI climb, | | 
And fairly rouſe my ſelt a ſecond Time: 
Vet that, perhaps, may like the firſt, deceive; 
Therefore let what will come, I'll e en contented live. 


5 I 


EPILOGUE. 
Tf my kind Spouſe t' Incontinency is given, 
That's not amiſs, for Cuckolds go to Heaven: 
Beſides, of late, a Cuckold and a Rogue 
Are the two only Men who're moſt in Vegue, 
— Cuckoldom the Citizens lay claim, Its Gain), 
They, cunning Knaves, (ſubmitting all to Gain 
Khow tis the chief Step to a —1 Chain; 
And, I dare ſay, there's not one to be found., 
But firſt wore Horns, and then the Scarlet Gown. 
To Roguery, the Courtiers moſt pretend, 
Yet it finds neighb'ring Ci: no backward Friend; 
Thar, like the other, to Preferment leads, 
Then ſure he cannot fail that both Paths treads. 
Thelatter Ts 
As being an Officer, I underſtand,” 
Knows how to cheat, as well as to Command: 
Yet l don't doubt but that my Spouſe is kind, 
And then too ſoon l ſhall the former find. 
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BOOKS, POEMS, and PLAYS, Printed 
for and Sold by GEORGE Risx at Shake. 
ſpear's Head, the Corner of Gaſtle-lane, in 
Dame s- ſtreet. 


E as E miſcellaneous Works of that celebrated Scotch 
Poet Allan Ramſay. | 
Lord Lanſdown's Poems. : 
The Revd. John Pomfret's Poems, to which is added Po- 
ems by Mr. Tickle. 5 

Major Pack's miſcellaneous Poems. 
T_ a Poem, to which is added Rural 

Its, | $ . - 
The Hoop Petticoat, IO 
The Chriſtian Hero, by Sir Richard Steel. 
A Maſter-key to Popery in 3 Vol. by D. Antonio Gavin. 


The Rehearſal, by the Duke of Buckingham. 
The Drummer: or, the Haunted Houſe, by Mr. Addiſon. 
The Man of Mode: or, Sir Foplin Flutter, by Sir George 
3 
EÆſop with the ſecond Part, | 
The Provok'd Wife. 1 by Sir John Vanbrugh. 
The Relapſe: or, Virtue in Danger | 
The Tender mm 3 
The Funeral: or, Grief Ala- mode, 2 | 
The Lying Lover, | by Sir Richard Stoel, 
The Conſcious Lovers, 
The Artful Husband, by William Taverner, Gent. 
The Fortune Hunters, by James Carlile, Gent. 
The Gameſter, 1 RAT 
The Wonder a Woman keeps a Secret, N 
The Beau's Duel: or, a Soldier for the byMrs.Centliver. 
Ladies, | 
The Amorous Widow: or, the Wanton Wife, by Mr. Bee 
terton. | 
The Conſtant Couple : or, a 
Trip to the] _ 
Love and a Bottle, | 
Sir Harry Wildair, : by Mr. George Farquhar. 
The lncouſtant: or, the Way to 
Cin him, 
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The Northern: ora Neſt of Fools, by Mr. Richard 
Love for Maney : or the Boarding School, by Mr, Per. 


Loves aſt Shift or the Fool in Faſhion; 

1 and She wou d not: Or the | 

The Non- Juror, | ng * 
Love makesa Man, or the Fops Fortune, 

The Committee, by Sir Robert a 


pt 
The Gentle Shepherd, a Scots Paſtoral . 7. 
The Heroick Daughter, by Mr. Cibber. 
The Royal Convert, \ 


Ulyſles, . by NicholagRows. 

The Fair Penitent, | 

Lady. Jane Gray, 

Heroick Love; 1 Geor Granville Lord Landflowa. 

The Iſland Princeſs, or generous Portugueſe; by Mr, 
Motteux. 

Abra-Mule, or Loveand Empi „by Mr, Trapp. 

Virtue Betray d: Or Anna Bulle 

The — Favourite: Or ou « Eat by John Banks. 

ex, 

Mithridates King of Pontus, 

Sophonisba: Or Hannibals overthrow, I by Nat. Lee. 

King Henry the 5th. by Mr. Hill. 5 

Sir Walter Raleigh, by Mr. Sewell. 

The Spartan Dame, by Mr. Southern. 

K Bickerſtaff s Burying, by Mrs. Centlivre. 

The School-Boy : Or the Comical Rival, by Mr. Cibber. 

Hobb, -or.the Country Wake; by Mr. Dogett. | 

Hobbs' Wedding. 

The Contr ivances, by Mr. Carey. 

The Stage-Coach, by Mr. Farquhar, 

The Per- Juror and Juror. 

The Walking Statue by Mr. Hill. 

The Cobler of Preſton, by Mr Johnſton. 

The Adventures of Half an Hour, by Mr. Bullock, 


The Slip, by Mr, Bullock. 


